Chapter 1: Sam's POV


“I got up out of my bed, glancing at my posters on my wall, and trudged to the television. I plopped down on my couch, still in my pajamas, and flipped on some random show on Netflix to put on in the background. I shoved something in the microwave, scrolled on my phone, and then got shot out of my normal routine by what I saw.

A contest to win a day with Dray. Literally the greatest singer of all time. I entered, but I knew I wouldn’t win. That’s just how these things go. But...now I’m here, after flying for the first time all this way, all packed up to stay in a hotel room, standing right in front of his studio!” I said to the reporter, that forced me to talk to them before I entered.

“That’s great, thank you dear. Okay, you can go in now.” She said, finally stepping out of the way. I was shaking everywhere. What was I even going to say? I’m his biggest fan and all, but I can’t even make small talk with my normal friends I’ve known for years. What if I just froze up? I opened the doors, and he was right there in front of me.

“Oh, hey Sam.” He casually said. Shit, shit, shit, shit, what the hell do I do, uh- "Hey Dray." I said, somewhat normally. "Are you hungry? Do you wanna eat first?" He asked. "Uh...yeah, actually, yeah." I stumbled. "Ight." He said, walking towards the kitchen. I ran after him.

"So, you flew a long way." He said, grabbing us both some coffee. "Yeah, haha." I said. He handed one to me, and I drank it even though I didn't even like coffee. "What do you want to eat?" He asked. "Anything's fine." I replied, my mind unable to envision anything. "Woah, you just gave me a lot of power." He said with a smile. That made me do a quick 360 away from him so he couldn't see my face. After a while, he handed me a meat and cheese sandwich. "How did you know that I'm obsessed with these?" I asked. "I guess I could just tell." He said with a shrug. We both sat down and ate, just staring at each other. My nervousness was quickly fading away.

After the longest dinner of my life, despite it probably being the least I've ever ate for dinner, we got up and walked towards the recording studio, showing me a few things.

"You sit there, and I'll go sing some." He said, clicking a few things, and playing an instrumental as he went into the recording booth. He started to sing, and I savored every word.


Chapter 2: Dray's POV


It’s been a few hours at this point, but I’ve taken her all around. She really likes me, I know she does. I feel like this is the time to finally ask.

“Hey, I know the contest was originally for a day, but I really like you, and I try to make all of my fans as happy as possible, so, if you wanted, you could stay somewhere, on me, and we could chill for another day or two, maybe?” I asked, as if this was on the fly.

“Oh, uh, yeah, of course!” She exclaimed. “Great!” I replied.

We went to her hotel, and I stayed in a room near hers. I could tell this was going to last for a long time. I’d keep extending it, and if I had to, I’d keep raising incentives. The real power I have over people isn’t money, it’s charm. Emotions. Making people believe they’re your friend. They you’ll be able to have them do anything for you. Then you start to lie. You squeeze every last penny from them until they realize you’re a scam. But they’ve already helped you. You have so much power over them that you can either shoo them away, or have everyone turn on them.

Your puppets that have cut their strings are simply attacked by your other ones.

You’re a psychopath, and people are psychopaths for you.

You wear a mask, and they don’t even care if you tell them.